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] AM aware, that many readers of the Mrcro- 
cosm will condemn it as deficient in the effential re- 
guifites of « fine writing” and, as deftitute of inter- 
etting matter-—of fubjects of amufement. So ma- 
ny more are -difp sofed to cenfure than to approve, 
that the tafk of an author is peculiarly arduous. 
Mankind differ as much in their fentiments, their de- 
fires and opinions, as in their form, features and 
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perfonal accompliihments. He mutt be poilcifed of 
powers and abilities, wonderful indeed, who can 
gratify all the variety of taftes, wifhes and requifi- 
tions of the numerous conftituents of the great mafs 
of fociety.—Should my feeble attempts to pleafe, 
and to inform, meet with the fmallett de: gree ob face 
ceis, my moft fanguine hopes will be crowned with 
fruition, and I have only to de *precate the refent- 
me mnt thofe, who, have been d ifappointed, requefis 
g them to confign my numbers¢o a quiei oblivion, 
or to give them fome ufefulnefs; even, to devote 


Vol. I. K k 























410 THE NIGHTINGALE. 





them as papers for a wife’s hair, orto twift them 
into inftruments for lighting a tobacco pipe. 

What a ftrange medley of circumftances confpire 
to make the life of an author a fcene of vexation 
and trouble! «* What poet ever fined for fheriff ?” 
The fifhes in the Heliconian fpring carry no picces 
of filver in them, and a diver might trouble it’s wa- 

ters to eternity without finding a pearl oyfter.—If 
his productions be worthy of applaufe, Envy is al- 
ways at hand with her poifonous breath to blaft his 
bay s.— Mediocrity, of merit is with him, worfe than 
none, for people had rather be kept awake with a 
compofition abfolutely bad, then lulled to fleep with 
a tolerable one. He is the drudge of bookfellers, 
the fhuttle cock of parties, and ftarves.over the feaft 
that he provides for others. He muit marry or go 
naked. For why ? A wife isthe cheapeft nurfe and 
taylor, and is uninfected with that pr ofeffional pride, 
which fcorns to employ its abilities in darning rents, 
and grees. an intimacy between rags. A garret 
is his drawing room, his bed room, (not his place of 
reft) his kitchen, his laundry, his ward room, his 
nurfery and his Srupy ! And yet, Malice is not ap- 
peat fed by his woeful condition, and Candor cannot 
find him. 
am now 53 years old. In my better days, I 
have done much good to fociety by my lucubrations 
and put many a dollar into the purfes of my em- 
ployers. Now I am grown old, and cannot write 
more than ten ballads, three oftavo pamphlets, two 
lampoons of fixty four lines each, and eight or nine 
remarkable and wonderful hosies; i in a week, I am 
viewed as a mere retainer upon the fcanty bounty of 
thofe, who once efteemed me as the prodigy of the 
age. My apology for a bed is waxed in years, and 
can go alone—that is, the fleas and bugs which have 
taken poffeffion of the premifes, move it about as 
they lift. However, mercies are generally connect. 
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éd with judgments, for it ferves as a go-cart 
my children and keeps them quict. An inventory 
of my eects could conveniently be packed up in 2 
cradle, and deferibe cd upon my thumb nail. My 
good old wife bears all the evils of poverty and 
eevith hu‘ba aa with joblike patience. That is, fhe 
‘tei not open her mouth, left too great a quantity 
of wind fhould ruth in and occupy ty place which 
nature defigned for more fubftantial food. 1 under- 
ftand the wh ole philofophy of economy, and can fpin 
outa piftereen thro’ the whole tedious fucceffion of 
fix a and fix nights. However, I have this con- 
folation amid all my afflictions, that when my foul 
fhall qui it its crazy tabernacle, my remains, like thoie 
of eriperors and princes will be buried at the pub- 
lic expence. 
JOHANNES HAFEN SLAUKENBERGIUS. 
From my elevated abode, 3 pair of fairs. 
Vulg: Voc: et anglicé, the garrs +, 


7 As eT om cn ameeuee, ~ acum 
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FOR THE NIGHTINGALE. 


MESSRS EDITORS, 


I AM in a “fear and trembling” condition 
and am worn down to a mere fkeleton with watch- 
ing, ftargazing and ftarting at noifes.—How can I 
fleep, when the rumbling of a cart or the rattling of 
a hack over our paved ftreets every mome nt, are 
miftaken for earthquakes, and the groans of con- 
vulied nature.—O! terrible wonder! direfui o- 
men ! bloody prognoitic! The heavens are full of 
warnings, and the itars themfelyes have become the 
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oracles of our de ftiny. On laft Monday night a wa- 
man of fire, without a head and with a fhort anne 
hove ated for more than an hour over the caftle — 


to Botton? Oh! j it makes me fhiver and 0 
with an ague fit every time I think of it.—Tuefday 
nit cht—firlt, the figures 1805 appeared—-then a flam- 
ing Sword and Tomahawk, contended for half an 
hour, and the fword was fi vereil to fplinters and 
fell into the fea in 16 pieces fhaped like fo many 
ftars.— Wednefday night—The letters compofing 
“Yellow fever,” were diftinétly legible in the air, 
juft over the middle of Fore-Street.—What will 
happen this nig ght is not certain! y known, but it is 
fhrewdly c: onjectured that a coloffal fate of fire 
will ftraddle from Governor’s to Caftle Ifland, his 
head in the clouds and his arms akimbo, and that 
he will vomit cataraéts of flames which will dry up 
the harbor and confume the town to cinders. 

Ah! Mefirs Editors—terrible times are coming. 
The woman without a head, fignifies that our young 
women fhall be cut off from the land on account of 
their vanity and,for that,they worthip the Idol Fafh- 
ion more than they do the God of their fathers. 

The flaming fword and Tomahawk, is a certain 
fizn of a war wi ith the Indians, in the pes 1805; 


peer rs the 56 United Porat and drive eek into 


the A tlantic ocean, where ‘ery all fhall be drown- 
ed like the hofts of Pharoah. 

The yellow fever omen—is a warning to the in- 
habitants of this tow n, to cleanfe their ways and 
that quickly. Efpecially to the good people in Fore- 
Street, and Fifh-Street, and Dock-Si quare, and even 
a all the way from the Market to the ferry W inni- 
fimit, and all along the fea fhore. 

But to night ! Ah, I fear thefe warnings are all 
wnt neceffary ! Al as—I can itay no longer, I'll go 
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ight out of town this inftant, and get up to my chin 
in Frefh Pond, and there sidan: till it is afcer- 
tained whether the conjectured terrible ftatue wall 
really appear. So good bye, 
Your qui iking, 
DOROTILTY BROTHERS. 





FROM THE STUDIES OF NATURE, 


~ 
W HEN we recolle&, that every {pecies of 
plantis a po int of union for dibevont: genera of in- 
fects, and that there ts not, perhaps, 2 fingle one 
hut which has, peculiar to itfelf, a fpecies of fly, 
butterfly, gnat, beetle, lady-bird, fnail, &e. th: at— 
thefe infeéts ferve for food, to other fpecies, and 
thefe exceedingly numerous, fuch as the {pider, the 
dragor i-fly, the ant, the formic aleo 7 and to the im- 
inenfe fami thes of imal] birds, of which many claf- 
les, fuc h as the wood- -pecker, and the {wallow, have 
no other kind of nourithment ; that thefe birds are, 


in their turn, devoured by birds of prey, fuch 2s 


»c 4 ) * 
kite , falco ns ) buzzai ime 2 TOOR Dy crow hawt Dy vul- 


tures, &c. that the gener 1} ipoil il of thefe animals, 
{we reped off by ins, into the rivers, und thence 
10 the fea, becomes of aliment of almoft innumer- 
ible tribes of fithes, to the greateft part of which 
the n uli of Europe have not hithesto given a 
name ; that numberlefs legions ef river ard fea- 


wis prey upon thefe fifhes: we fhall have good 
grouna for ocheving, that every Ipeciecs ci the veye- 
an] . ’ - 2 . : : 
table kingdom ferves as a bafis to many {pecies of 
- es) Oe aera s - , 
ihe animal kingdom, which multiply around it, as 
’ - . : , 6 
the rays of a circle round its centre. 
Art the fama 1 Cc I } > st eli } oth: r 
4AT tHE Lame time, have iLO Li C.uUcaed IN Tis ie 
maw da 0 pitas dnl vinta: Bir eenricd + _ } } . ; 
periicial repre ent LLTONy eithe qQuaaruf eds, with 
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which all the intervals of magnitude are filled, from 
the moufe, which lives under the grafs, up to the 
cameleopard, who can feed on the foliage of trees, ai 
the height of fifteen feet; or the amphibious tribes; 
or the birds of night; or reptiles; or polypufes, of 
which we have a knowledge fo flender; or fea in. 
fects, fome families of which, fuch as the crab-fifh, 
fhrimp, and the like, would be alone fuflicient to 
fill the greateft cabinets, were you to introduce but 
a fingle individual of every fpecies. I do not include 
the madrepore, with which the bottom of the fea is 
paved between the tropics, and which prefent fo ma- 
ny different fpecies that I have feen, in the Ifle of 
France, two great halls filled with thofe which were 
produced in the immediate vicinity of that Ifle, 
though there was but a fingle fpecimen of each fort. 

I have made no mention of infects of many kinds, 
as the loufe and the maggot, of which every ani- 
mal fpecies has its particular varieties, proper to it- 
felf, and which triple, at leaft, the kingdom of crea- 
tures exifting by refpiration. Neither have [ taken 
into the account, that infinite number of living 
things, vilible and invifible, known and unknown, 
which have no fixed determination, and which Na- 
ture has fcattered about, through the air, over the 
earth, and along the depths of the ocean. 

What an undertaking, then, would it be, to de- 
feribe each of thefe beings, with the fagacity of a 
Reaumur ? Vhe life of one man of genius, would be 
fearcely fufficient to compofe the hiftory of a few 
infects. However curious may be the memoirs 
tranfmitted to us, after the moft careful refearch, 
refpeCting the manners, and the anatomy, of the an- 
imals moft familiarly known, in vain do we ftill flat- 
ter ourfelves with our having acquired a complete 
acquaintance. ‘The principal requifite, in my opin- 
ion, is yet wanting; I mean, the origin of thew 
friendthips and of theit feuds. In this confifts, if] 
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am not miftaken, the effence of their hiftory, to 
which muft be referred their inftinéts, their loves, 
their wars; the attire, the arms, and the very form 
which Nature gives them. A moral fentiment feems 
to have determined their phyfical organization. I 
know not of any Naturalift who has engaged in a 
refearch of this fort. The poets have endea- 
youred to explain thefe wonderful and innate in- 
ftinéts, by their ingenious fictions. The fwallow 
Progne flies the foreft; her fifter Philomela de- 
lights to fing in folitary places. Progne thus, 
one day, addreffes her : 


Why wafte fuch fweetnefs on the defert air! 
Come, charm the city with thy tuneful note, 
Think too, in felitude, that form fo fair 


Felt violation; flee the horrid thought. 


Ah! fitter dear, faid Philomel! replics, 
’Tis this that makes me fhun the haunts of men? 
Tereus and courts the anguifh’d heart allies, 


And haftes, for thelter, to the woods again. 


[ never hear the enchanting melancholy fong of a 
nightingale, fhrouded infhrubbery, andthe lengthened 
piou-piou, which interrupt, like fighs, the mufic of 
that folitary fongfter, without believing, that Nature 
had revealed her adventure to the fublime La Fone 
taine, at the time fhe infptred him to compofe thefe 
verfes. If thefe fables were not the hiftory of men 
they would be, to me, at leaft a fupplement to that 
ef animals. Philofophers of name, unfaithful to 
the teftimony of their reafon and confcience, have 
dared to reprefent them as mere machines. They 
afcribe to them blind inftin€ts, which regulate, in a 
manner perfectly uniform, all their a€tions, without ° 
pafhon, without will, without choice, and eve: n with- 
out any degree of fenfibility. I one day snare! fed my 


ftonithment at this to F. 7. Rouleau; and faid to 
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him, it feemed exceedingly ftrange, that men of ge- 
nius fhould maintain. a pofition fo extravagant. 
He very fagely replied, The folution is this, when 
Man begins 7 te weafon, he ceajes to feel. 








THE STORY OF GONELLA. 


———ee 
——_— 


Upon a difcourfe in Ferrara about men of 
trade and bufinefs, and how mightily that place was 
ftocked with people of that quality: it came to a 
guftion at laft, what profeffors had moft employ- 
ment * One faid, lawyers ; another, divines ; fome 
faid one, and fome another : but, in the conclufion, 
up ftarts one Gonella, and offers a wager on the phy- 
ficians’ fide again{ft any other calling. How can that 
be ? fays one of the company, when, to my certain 
knowledge, there arenot above a dozen in this city ? 
It came at laft to a wager betwixt a nobleman and 
Gonella, and the cafe left to a trial. 

Gonella went out early the next morning to the 

church door, with his chops all mufled up in fear- 
cloth and flannel. Every one was afking the poor 
raan what he ailed, as they went to their d devotions ; 
whofe anfwer was, that he had upon him, at that 
inftant, a moft tormenting fit of the tooth-ach. One 
told hina, this was good for it, and the other that : 
and as they gave him their opinions and advice, he 
took all their names and prefcriptions in writing. 
When church was done, he wandered up and down 
the ftreets, picking up more names and receipts, till 
he had a matter of five hundred upon the roll. 

In this pickle he went to the count himfelf, with 
whom he had the bett ; who without ever dream- 
ing of the frolic, c rectly told hima remedy for 
his tooth-ach : aw: ay s Gonella at that inftant, 
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puts his trade and his trinket together under the 
title of, A lift of the famous phyficians of the city 
of Ferrara. After a three days pretended trial of 
the remedy, back goes Gonella to the count, to act 
knowledge’ the fovereign virtue of his medicine ; 
and, at the fame time, prefeats the nobleman with 
a formal catalogue of his do€tors and the remedies. 
When the count came to find his own name at the 
head of the lift, and feveral other perfons of quali- 
ty marfhalled in their order under him, he was fo 
well pleafed with the conceit, that he yielded the 
wager loft, and ordered the payment of the money. 
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AN ADDRESS, 

WRITTEN BY S. ROGERS, auTHoR oF “ THE 
PLEASURES OF MEMORY,” SPOKEN BY MRS. SID- 
DONS, DRURY-LANE, AT HER BENEFIT, MARCH 
6, 1795. 
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¥ ES, ‘tis the pulfe of life’! my fears were vain ! 
I wake, I breathe, and am myfelf again, 

Stillin this nether world! no feraph yet! 
Nor walks my fpirit when the fun is fet, 

With troubled ftep to haunt the fatal board, 
Where I died laft—by poifon or the {word ; 

And blanch each honeft cheek with deeds of nigh 
Done here fo oft by dim and doubtful light. 

— Yo drop all metaphor, that little bell, 
Call'd back reality and broke the fp 

No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone; 
A very woman—fearce reftrains her own! 

Can fhe, with fiction, charm the cheated mind, 


When to be gtatefulis the part aflign'd? . 
a ° 
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Ah,no! the fcorns the trappings of her art; 
No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart. 
But, ladies, fay, muft I alone unmatk, 

Is here no other actrefs ? let me atk. 

Believe me, thofe who beft the heart diflect, 
Know every woman fiudies ftage-effect, 


‘She moulds her manners to the part the fills, 


As inftin&t teaches, or as humour wills ; 

And as the grave or gay her talent calls, 

Acts in the drama till the curtain falls. 

Firft, how her little breaft with triumph fwells, 
When the red coral rings its filver bells ! 

To play ip pantomime is then the rage 

Along the carpet’s many colour'd flage; 

Or lifp her merry thoughts with loud endeavour, 
Now here, now there,—in noife and mifchief ever; 
A {chool girl next, fhe curls her hair in papers, 
And mimics father’s gout and mother’s vapours ; 
Difcards her doll, bribes Betty for romances ; 
Piayful at church, and ferious when fhe dances; 
Tramples alike on cuftoms and on toes, 

And whifpers all the hears to all the knows; 
Terror of caps and wigo and fober notions! 

A romp! that longeft of perpetual motions ; 
—Till tam’d and tortur’d into foreign graces, 
She fports her lovely face at public places ; 

And with blue, laughing eyes, behind her fan, 
Firft as her past with that great actor, MAN. 
Too foon a flirt, approach her and fhe flies, 
Frowns- when purfa’d, and, when intreated, fighs ! 
Plays with unhappy men as cats with mice; 
Till fading beauty hints the late advice. 

Her prudence dictates what her pride difdain'd, 
And now fhe fues to flaves herfelf had chain’d, 
Then comes that good old character the wife, 
With all the dear diftracting cares of life ; 

A thoufand cards a day at doors to leave, 

And in return, a thoufand cards receive; 

Rouge high, play deep, to lead the ton afpire, 
With nigutly blaze {et Portland-place on fire . 
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€natch half a glim pfe at Concert, Opera;a Ball, 
A Meteor trac’d by none, tho’ feen by all; 
And when her fhatter’d nerves forbid to roam, 
In very fpleen—rchearfe the girl at home. 
Laft the grey Dowager, in antient flounces, 
With fnu f and fpectacles the age denounces ; 
Boalts how the Sires of this degenerate Ife, 
Knelt for a look and duel'd fora fmile; 
The fcourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal, 


Her tea fhe fweetens, as fhe fips with feandal; 
With modern Belles cternal warfare wages, 


Like her own birds that clamour from their cages; 
And fhufiles round to bear her tale to all, 

Like fome old ruin, nodding to its fall!” 

Thus woman makes her entrance and her exit, 
Then moft an actrefs when the leaft fufpects it. 
Yet nature oft peeps out and mars the pilot, 

Each leffon loft, each poor pretence forgot; 

Full of, with energy that fcorns controul, 

At once lights up the features of the foul ; 
Unlocks each thought chain'’d down by coward art, 
And'to full day the latent paffions ftart, 

But the, whofe fieft bet with is your anplaufe, 
Herfelf exemplifies the truth fhe draws. 

Born on the ftage—thro, every fhifting fcene, 
Obfcure or bright, tempefluous or ference, 

Still has your fmile her trembling {pirit fir'd! 

And can fhetact, with thoughts like thefe infpir’d? 
Thus from her mind all artifice the flings, 

All kill, all practice, now unmeaning things; 

To you, uncheck’d, each genuine feeling flows, 
For all that life endears—to you fhe owes. 


EE eres 
ON THE DEATH OF A TEA-POT. 
“Hic Troja fuit.” 
HERE once with graceful pride the Tea pot flood, 
And rich in bounty pour’d the fragrant flood; 


_ Here once the Teacups round would fcem to ftare, 
And pay obeifance to its nobler glare, 
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But ah, how weak is mortal power to fave, 
The wretch devoted, from oblivion’s wave ! 
For one fad day, fate rang it’s cruel knell, 
Poor Cato Rumbled, and the Teapot fell. 


| ecaneemeamanel 


ANECDOTE. 











A CHARLESTON citizen laft week inquired of 
a quack, what was the reafon of that dreadful Com- 
ets, appearing fo near this country, -*It is the fore 
runner of this countrys, being deftroyed by fire from 
it,” faid the quack; ‘well,” faid the citizen, “ if 
that is the fore runner, I will run after,” and imme- 
diately proceeded on his journey, and has not’becn 
heard of fince. 


ANECDOTE OF DR. FRANKLIN. 





THE Deétor when he was in England, laft, walk. 


ing on Ludgate Hill with his /peéfacles on, accident. 


ally joftled a porter heavily laden. ‘The fellow, ir- 
ritated at what he fuppofed an infult, immediately 
turned round, and in the peevifhnefs of refentment, ff 


exclaimed, “Damn your fpectacles !” Thank you 


my friend (replied the Doétor) it is not the firtt 


time my fpectacles have faved my eyes ; for I fup- 
pofe, if I happened not to have them on, it would 
have been Damn your eyes.” 





———— ee ae 


EXALTED IDEA. 


WHILE the American Army was encamped on 
the banks of the Hudfon, a private foldier one day, 


when off duty, amufed himfelf with climbing oneof 
thofe hugh mountains—-When he had rezched the 


pinnacl " his mind was fo expanded with the amaz- f 
ing height he found himfelf from the furface of the 


water, 


and the vaft extent his e ye reached, that he 


{lretc hea out his right arm, and gave the following \ 
word of conn’ >“ Atiention the Univerfe 1—By 
& ngdems, to the right wheel—March 2? t 





